THE PEACE, 1193-1219

Heie, take this crest and wipe the tables down,
I've no more use foi that, at all events
And now serve up the thiushes and the cates,
And the hot rolls, and quantities of hare

SICKLE-MAKER  Wheie, wheie's Tiygaeus ?

TR.                                                    Stewing thrushes here.

s -M O, my best fnend, Trygaeus ' O what blessings
Your gift of Peace has brought us    Till to-day
No man would give one farthing for a sickle ,
And now ' I'm selling them two pounds apiece
And my friend here sells casks for countiy use
Half a crown each.   Tiygaeus, fieely take
As many casks and sickles as you please
And take this too (gvomg money),   out of our sales

and gains
We bring you these, we two, as wedding piesents

TH   Well, lay your presents down, and hie you in
To join the mairiage feast   heie comes a man
Who trades in aims    he seems put out at something

CREST-MAKER. O you've destroyed me loot and bianch,
Tiygaeus

TR   How now, poor wretch '   what ails you ?   got a
crestache ? a

C.-M You have destroyed my living and my trade,
And this man's too, and yon spear-burnisher's

TR. What shall I give you, then, for these two ciests ?

c -M What mill you give ?

TR                                      Faith, I'm ashamed to say

Come, there's a deal of work about this juncture b,
I'll give three quarts of raisins for the pair.
'Twill do to wipe my table down withal

e.-M. Go in, then, go, and fetch the raisins out

* " This appears to be the binding -whereby the plumes were
fastened at the bottom "    E.
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